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with flowers, its Town Hall of late Renaissance construction
and its general air of contentment and peace.
Before reaching the hill on the top of which stands Riond
Bosson, you pass a large, open, grassy space, bounded on one
side by the lake and on the other by the main road on
which motor-cars hurry between Geneva and Lausanne.
Goal-posts had been put up at either end and a number of
boys in bathing-suits were punting a football about. A few
cotton-wool clouds sailed gently across the blue sky, and by
the goal-posts sheep were grazing. Except for the lake and
the Alps in the distance, it might have been a village green
in Sussex or in Kent.
There was some anxiety in my mind about meeting the
man with whose life I was so familiar and whom I had
encountered only a few times before. In the biographer's
mind the model and his image of it become fused into one
unit which, for all its resemblance to the original, becomes a
new and intensely personal creation. The Paderewski
whom I had known a few years before had long been
replaced by "my own** Paderewski. Would "my"
Paderewski stand between myself and my host at Riond
Bosson ? Such thoughts filled my mind as I walked up the
hill towards the wide gates of Riond Bosson. Masses of
bright-coloured geraniums and hydrangeas were banked on
either side of the broad path that led to the house. A big
dog was chained at the door, but instead of barking, he
wagged his feathery tail and insisted on being stroked and
patted. Suddenly a voice said in Polish: cs There you are
at last. We have been wailing for you for the last half-
hour." Paderewski was standing in front of the opened
glass door that led into the front hall. Owing to a mistake
on the part of his secretary, I arrived later than expected
—but my host's greeting dispelled my recent anxiety.
Paderewski was wearing a dark-blue suit, a white waist-
coat and tie, and in his button-hole the ribbon of the Grand
Cross of the Legion of Honour. After a few words of
greeting he led me on to the large terrace above the gar-

